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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The reader of Lara may probably regard it as a 
sequel to a poem that recendy appeared: whetfaer 
the cast of the faero's character^ the tura of hb 
adventures^ and the general outline and colouring 
of the story, may not encourage such a suppo- 
sìtion, shall be left to his determinatìon. To his 
conjecture is also referred the name of the writer, 
the knowledge of which would be of no service in 
assistìng his decision on the failure or success of 
the attempi. 



ADVEBTISEMENT. 

The Poem of Jacqueline is the productìou 
of a different author^ and is added at the request of 
the wrìter of the former tale^ whose wìsh and en* 
treaty it was that it shouid occupy the first page» 
of the foUówing volume; and he regrets that the 
tenacious courtesy of his friend would not pennit 
him to place it where the judgment of the reader^ 
concurrìng with hb own, will suggest its more ap- 
propriate station. 
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NOTE. 

Canto L page 3, Une 1* 

The Serfk art^aà thnmgh Lmtfi wide domaku 

. * The leader is adrertiaed that the name omly of Lan being 
^nnìah, and no cìrcurnstance of locai or natìonal descriptìon fix- 
ing tbe scene or bero of tbe poem toany country or age, the word 
' 8af,' whidi ooold not he conectl^ applied to the lower classea 
m Spaìn, who were never Taasals of the foil, haa nerertheleas beeti 
rmployed to desgnate tbe ibUoirers of oor fictitknu chieftam.* 




LARA. 



CANTO I. 
I. 

The Serfs are glad through Lara's wide domain^ 
And SlaTery half forgets her feudal chain; 

He, their unhop'd> but unfoigotten lord. 
The long self-exiled chieftain ìs restored: 
There be bright £aces in the bnsy hall» 
Bowls ou theboaidy and banners on the wall ; 
Far chequerìng o'er the pictured window plays 
The unwonted faggots' hospìtable blaze ; 
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And gay retainers gather round the hearth 9 

With tongues ali loudnesd, and with eyes ali rnirth. 

IL 

The chief of Lara is returned agaìn : 
And why had Lara cmss'd the bounding main? 
Left by his sire^ too young such loss to know» 
Lord of himself 5 — that hefitage of wcfe, 
That fófttfidi &ùpkè viìddk the hi»aaaii breadt 
But hold$ to rób the heait w^i& of vestt-^ 
With none.to cbeck> imrd few tò poHast hi time 
The thousand path» thait slo|»e tlfe way to crime ; 
Then, when he mofit required commandment, then 
Had Lara's darìng hojliood govem^à mea. 30 

It skills not^ boots not step by step to iraoe 
His youth through aH the ttìazes of its race ; 
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Short wtts the course his restlessness had run, 
But long enough to leave him hàlf undone. 

m. 

And Lara left in youth his father-land; 

But f rom the hour he vaved his parting hand 

Each trace wax*d fainter of his course^ tiU ali 

Had nearly ceased his memory to recali. 

His sire was dust^ his vassals could declare> 

'Twas ali they knew^ tliat Lara was not there; 30 

Nor sént, nor carne he^ till conjecture grew 

Cold in the many, anxious in the few. 

His hall scarce echoes irith his wonted name, 

His portrait dad^ens in its fading fìnme, 

Another chief consoled his destinai bride> 

The youog forgot him> and the old had died ;. 
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" Yet doth he live !" exdsdms the impatient- heir> 
And sighs for sables which he must not wear. 
A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace 
The Laras' last and longest dwelling place 5 40 

But one is absent from the moulderìng file 
That now were welcome in that Gothic pile. 

IV. 

He Comes at last in sudden loneliness^ 

And whence they know not, why they need not guess 3 

They more might marvel, when the greeting's o'er, 

Not that he carne, but carne not long before : 

No train is his beyond a single page^ 

Of foreign aspect^ and of tender age.- 

Years had roU'd on, and ^t they speed away 

To those that wander as to those that stay; 50 
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But lack of tidings from another dime 
Had lent a flaggìng wing to weary Time. 
They see, they recognise^ yet almòst deem 
The present dubious^ òr the past a dream. 

He lìves, nor yet is past bis manhood's prìme^ 
Though seared by toil, and something toucb'd by 

time; 
His faults» whate'er they were, if scarce forgot, 
Might be mitaught him by his varied lot j 
Nor good nor ili of late were known^ his name 
Might yet uphold his patrimonial fame. 60 

His soul in youth was haughty^ but his sins 
No more than pleasure from the stripling wins; 
And such, if not yet harden'd in their course, 
Might be redeem'd^ nor ask a long remorse. 
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V, 

And they mdeed were dianged — *tÌB quickly seen 

Whate'er he he, 'twas not what he had been ; 

That brow in i^rroVd linea had fix'd al last. 

And spake of passions, but of passion past; 

The pride, bùi not the fire, of early days, 

Coldness of mien> aad carelessness of praise ; 70 

A high demeanour^ and a glance that took 

Their thonghts from others by a single look; 

And that sarcastic levity of tongue. 

The stinging of a heart the world hath stung, 

That darts in seeming playfulneas around. 

And makes those fed that will not own the wound ^ 

Ali these seem'd his, and something more beneath 

Than glance could well reveal, or accent breatlie. 

Ambition^ glory» love, the conunon aim 

That some can conquer, and that ali would daim^ 80 
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Within his breast appear'd ik> more to strive, 
Yet seem'd as lately they hadbeen alire; 
And some deep feeling it were vain to trac» 
At moments lighten'd o'er his livid hot. 

VI. 
Not much he lov'd long question of the past» 
Nor told of wondrous wilds, and desarts vast 
In those far lands where he had wandered Ione» 
And — as himself would bare it seem — anknown: 
Yet these in rain his eye could scarcely scan 
Nor gleanexperìence from his fellowman; go 
But ^hat he had beheld he shunn'd to show» 
As hardly worth a stoanger's care to know; 
If stili more prying such enquiry grew, 
His brow fell darker» and his words more few* 
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VII. 

Noi unrejoiced to see liim once again, 

Warm was liis welcome to the haunts of men ; 

Born of high lineage, link'd in high command« 

He mingled with the Magnates of his land; 

Join'd the carousals of the great and gay^ 

And sax^ them smile or sigh their hours away ; ibò 

But stili he only saw> and did not share 

The. coipmon pleasure or the general care ; 

He did not follow what they ali pursued 

With hope stili baffled, stili to be renew'd ; 

Nor shadowy honour^ nor substantial gain, 

Nor beauty's preference, and the rival's pain: 

Around him some mysterious cirde thrown 

Repell'd approach, and showed him stili alone ; 

Upon his eye sate sqmething o£ reproof^ 

That kept at least frìvolity aloof ; 1 10 
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And things more tlmid ihat beheld him near» 
In silence gaz'd^ or wlùsper'd mutuai fear; 
And they the wiser, fìriendlier few confess'd 
Tfa^ydeem'd him better than his air expresfifd. 

Vili. 
Twas strange — in youth ali action and ali lifi^ 
Burning for pleasure^ not ayerse from strife ; 
Woman — ^thè field — ^the ocean — ali that gave 
Promise of gladness, perii of a grave^ 
In tum he tried — ^he ransack'd ali bdow. 

And found his recompenee in joy or woe, 120 

No tame, trite medium ; for his feelings sought 
In that intenseness an escape from thought: 
The tempest of liis heart in scom had gazed 
On that the feebler dementa hath rais'd 3 
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The rapture oF his heart had look'd on high» 
And ask'd if greater dwelt beyond the i»ky: 
Chain'd to ekcess» the slave of each extrgnie, 
How woke he from the wìldnese of that drean^ ? 
Alas ! he told not — but he did awake 
Tq curse the wither'd heart that would not break. 



IX. 

Books^ for his Volume heretxxfOre was Man, 131 
With eye more curious he a{ipear'd to'acan^ 
And oft in sudden mood for many a day 
From ali communron he would start away : 
And then, his rarély cali*d attendants 8aid> 
Through night's long houn weukl sound his hurried 

tread 
O'er the d^ g»Uery, where Ms fathers fto^xCd 

In rude but antique portraiture around. 




Canio L LARA. 13 

Thej heard» but whisperM — '' thai muBt not be, 

known — 
•* The sound of wordsless eartbly than bis own. 140 
'' Yes^ ibey wbo cbosemigKt smile, but some bad seen 
'* Tbey aearee knew wbai^ but more than àiould 
bave been. 
Why gasB'd he so upon the ghastly head 
Which bands profane bad gather'd fktim the dead» 
" Tbat stili beside bis open*d Tohune lay^ 
*' As if to istarùe ali aare àim away > 
*^ Whj stepihe not wbea others were at rest > 
*' Why heaiA no muaic^ and received no guest ? 
•* Ali was not well tbey deemed — ^but where the 

wrong?. 
'* Some knew perebance — ^but 'twere a tale too lo«g ; 
*^ And sucb besides were too (bacreetly lyise^ 151 
^' To more than bint their knowledge in sunnise ; 
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*' Butif theywould— ^they'could" — around thè bo) 
Tlius Lara's Tassala prattled of their lord. 

X. 

It was the night — and Lara'a gìassy stream 
The stare are studding, each witb imaged beam i 
So cairn, the watóre scareely seem to stray, 
Aad yet they gliJelike happiness away; 
Reflecting far and fairy-like from high 
The immortal ligbta that live along the sky : il 
Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree. 
And ttowers the furest that may feast the bee; 
Such in ber chnplet infaat Diàn wore. 
And Innocence would ofier to ber love. 
Theae deck the shore ; tbe wavea their channel mal 
In windings biight and naazy like the snake. 
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Ali was so stilly so soft in earth and air, 

You scarce would start to meet a spirit there ; 

Secure that nought of evil could ddìght 

To wàlk in such a scene, on such a night! ìJO 

lì was a moment only f or the good : 

So Lara deemed, nor longer there he stood« 

But tumed in silence to his castle-gate; 

Such scene his soni no more could contemplate : 

Such scene reminded him of other days, 

Of skies more doudless, mqons of purer blaze> 

Pf nights more soft and frequenta hearts that now — 

No— no— the storm may beat upon his brow^ 

tJnfelt — ^unsparing— but a night like this, 

A night of beauty mock'd such breast as his. istìi 
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XI. 

He turned within bis Bolitary hall^ 

And his high shadbw shot along the wall; 

There were the pftmted foro» of other times» 

'Twas ali they left of virtiKS or of crìmes, 

Save vague tfadition; and the gloomy vaults 

That hid their dust^ Ùmt foibles^ and their faults; • 

And half a cxdunan of the pontpoiis page> 

That speeds the specious tale from age to age; . 

Where hifitory's pen its pmise or blame supplies^ ^ 

And lies like truth, and stili moet truly liesv Iga 

He wandering mused^ and as the moonbeam flhone 

Through the dinot lattice o'er die floor of stone^ 

And the hi^ fretted roof^ and sain^fi^ that thm« < • 

O'er Gothic Windows knelt in pictured prayer^ 

Refiected in fantastic figures grew^ 

Like life, but not like mortai life, to view ; 
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His bristling locks of ssble, brow of gloom^ 
And the wide waving of his shaken piume 
Glaneed like a speetre's attributes^ and gave 
His aspect ali that terror gives the grave. 200 



XII. 
*Twas midnight— ali was slumber ; the Ione light 
Dimm'd in the lamp, as loth to break the night. 
Hark ! there be murmnrs heard in Lara*s hall — 
A sound — a voice — a shrièk — a fearful cali ! 

A long, loud shriek — and silence — did they bear 
That frantic echo burst the sleeping ear? 

They heard and rose, and tremulously brave 
Rush 'where the sound invoked their aid to save ; 
They come withh^-lit tapers in their hands^ 
And snatch*d in startled baste unbelted brands. 210 
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XIII. 

Gold 88 the marble ^here his length ^as laid. 

Pale 88 the beam that o'er his féatares {^yed; 
Was Lara stretch'd; his half drawn sabre near, 
Dropp*d it should seem in more than nature's fear; 
Yet he was flnn^ or had been finn till now. 
And stili defìance knit his gathered brow^ 
Though mix'd wiih terror^ senseless as he lay» . 
There lived upon his lip the wish to slay ; 
Some half form'd threat in utterance there had died> 
Some imprecation of despairing pride ; 229 

His eye was almost seal'd^ but not forsook» 
Even in ita trance the gladiatoria look» 
That oft awake his aspect could disdose, 
And now was fix'd in horrible repose. 




(hnto l LAIiA. 19 



They raise him — bear hitn; — hueh! he breathes, he 
i^)eak9^ 

The swarthy blush recolours in bis chedcs,. 

His lip resumes its red> bis eye^ tbougb éim, 

RoUs Wide and wild, eacb slowly quivering limb. 

Recalls its fìinction^ but bis woFds are strung 

In terms that seem not of bi£ native tongue ; 2.110 

Distinct but strangCi enongli they understand > 

To deem them accents of another land^ 

And such they were, and meant to meet an ear 

That bears.him not — alaa! that cannot b^ar ! 

•f . . ' i ' ■• • 

XIV. 

His pa^, appjtpad^d» and h^ a}one appeoc'd 
Tq kflo)^' the ia)poi^,Qf ,th)s woid» they hear4.i 
And by.^the changes.o^ hi^.cheek and hrow , 
Thay weie not such as Lara should avow^ 
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Nor he interprete yet with less surprìse 
Than those around their chieftaìn's state he eyes, 
But Lara's prostrate forni he bent beside^ 24*1 

And in that tongue which seem'd his own replied^ 
And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem 
To soothe away the horrors of his dream ; 
If dream it were, that thus could overthrow 
A breast that needed not ideal ^oe. 



XV. 
Whate'er his phrenzy dream'd or eye beheld, 
If yet remember*d ne*er to be reveal'd, 
Rests at his heart : the custom'd moming came^ 
And breath'd new vigour in his shaken frame; 250 
And solaee sought he none f rom priest nor leech. 
And soon the same in movement and in speech 
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iVs heretofore he fill'd the passing hours^ 
Nor less he smiles^ nor more his forehead lours 
Than th'ese were wont 5 and if the coming night 
Appear'd less welcome now to Lara's sight. 
He to his marvèlling vassals show'd it not, 
Whose shudderìng prov'd their fear was less fbrgot. 

In trembling pairs (alone they dared not) crawl 
The astonishM slaves, and shun the fated hall ; 2Q0 
The waving banner^ and the dapping door, 
The rustling tapestry, and the echoing iioor; 
The long dim shadows of surrounding trees» * 
The iiapping hai, the night song of the breeze: 
Aught they behold or hear their thought appaU 
As evening saddens o'er the dark grey walls. 
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XVI. 

Vaia thought ! that hour of ne'er unravell'd gloouy 
Carne not again, or Lara could assume. 
A seemiDg of forgetfulness that made 
His Tassala more amaz'd nor less afraid — ^0 

Had memory vanish'd then with sense restored } 
Since word, nor look, nor gesture of their lord 
Betrayed a feding that recalled to these 
That fevered moment ^f his mind*s disease. 
Was it a dream ì was his the voice that spoke 
Those strange wild accents; his the cry that \^Qk.e 
Their slumber? his the oppress'd o^er-laboiured-heart 
That ceased to beat, the loak that made them sta^? 
Could he who thus had sUffered, so forget 
When such as saw that suffering shudder yet ? 280 

Or did that silence prove his memory fix'd 
Too deep for words, indelible, unmix'd 
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In that coitoding secrecy which gnaws 
The heart to show the effect> bui not the cause? 
Not so in him ; his breast had burìed both, 
Nor common gazers could discem the growth 
Of thoiights that mortai lips must leave half told ; 
They choak the feeble words that would unfold. 

xvn. 

In him inexplicably mix'd appeared 

Much to be loved and hated> sought and feared j 2go 

Opinion varying o'er his hidden lot. 

In praise or railing ne'er his name forgot^ 
pie silence formed a theme for others' prate — 
They guess'd — they gazed — ^they fain would know 

his fate. 
*.Vhat had he been? what was he^ thus unknown, 
\Vho walked their world^ his lineage only known? 
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A hater of his kind? yet some would toy, 
With them he could seem gay amidst the gay ; 
But owvìà, that smile if oft observed and near, 
Waned in its mirth and withered to a sneer; 300 
That smile might reach his lip, but passed not by» 
None e'er could trace its laughter to his eye : 
Yet there was softness too in his regard, 
At times, a heart as not by nature hard, 
But once perceiv'd^ his spirit seem'd to chide 
SucV weakness, as unworthy of its pride. 
And steerd itself, as scorning to redeem 
One doubt from others half withheld esteem ; 
In self-inflicted penance of a breast 3C9 

Which tendemess might once have wrung from rest; 
In vigilance of grief that would compel 
The soul to hate for having lov'd too well. 
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xviir. ' - 

There was in him a vital scom of ali : 

As if the worst had fall'n which could befall 

He stood a stranger in this breathing world^ 

An erring spirit from another hurled; 

A thing of dark imaginings^ that shaped 

By choice the perils he by chance escaped ; 

But 'scaped in vain, for in their naemory yet 

His mind would half exult and half regret : 320 

With more capacity for love than earth 

Bestows on most of mortai mould and birth, 

His early dreams of good outstripp'd the truth. 

And troubled manhood followed baffled youth; 

With thought of years in phantom chace mispent. 

And' wasted powers for better ptirpose lent; 

And fiery passions that had poured their wrath 

In hurried desolation o'er his path. 
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And left the better feelings ali at strife 

In wild refìection o*er bis stormy life ; 330 

But haughty stili, and loth himself to blame> 

He called on Nature*s self to share the shame^ 

And charged ali faults upon the fleshly form 

She gave to jdog the soul, and feast the worm; 

*Till he at last confounded good and 'ili. 

And half mistook for fate the acts of wìll: 

Too high for common sel&shness, he could 

At times resign his own for others* good, 

But not in pity, not because he ought> 

But in some strange perversity of thought, .340 

That swayed him onward with a secret pipìde 

To do what few or none would do beside $ 

And this same impulse would in tempting time 

Mislead bis spirit equally to crime ^ 
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So much he soared beyond^ or sunk beneath 

The men witb whom he felt eondemned to breathe. 

And longed by good or ìli to separate 

Himself firom aÌl<who sbared bis mortai state; 

His mind abborrii^ Ùò& bad fìxed berrthrone 

Far from the world^ in regions of ber own ; 350 

Tbus coldly passing ali tbat passed below^ 

His blood in temperate seeming now would flow: 

Ab! bappier if it ne'èr witb guilt biad glowed, 

But ever in tbàt icy smootbness flowed! 

Tis true, witb otber men tbeìr patb he wàlked^ 

And like the resi ih seeming did and talked> 

Nor outraged Reason's ruléa by flaw nor start, 

His madness was not of thè head, but beart; 

And'rafély wàndered in bis speech, or drew 

His tbougbts so f ortb as to offend the Mew. ^ 360 
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XIX. 

Witb ali tbat chilling mystery of mien. 

And seeming gladness to remain unseen ; 

He had (if 'twere not nature's boon) an art 

Of fixing memory on another's heart: 

It was not love perchance — nor hate — nor aught 

That wordfi can image to express the thou^it; 

But they who saw him did not see in vain^ 

And once beheld^ would ask of him again : 

And those to wbom he spake remembered wéll^ 

And on the words, however light, would dwell : 370 

None knew, nor how, nor why, but he entwinecl * 

Himself perforce around the hearer's mind; 

There he was stamp'd^ in liking, or in hate» 

If greeted once 5 however brief the date 

That friendship, pity, or aversion knew. 

Stili there within the inmost thought he grew. 
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You could not peiletrate bis bouI^ but found, 
Despite your wonder, to your own he wound; 
His presence baunted stili ; and from tbe breast 
He forced an ali unwilling interest ; 38t> 

Vain was tbe struggle in tbat mental net, 
His spirit seemed to dare you to forget! 

XX. 

There is a festival^ wbere knigbts and dames» • 
.'Vnd aiigbt tbat wealth or lofty lineage daims 
Appear — ^a bigbborn and a welcomed guest 
To Otbo's ball carne Lara witb tbe rest. 
Tbe long carousal sbakes tbe illumin'd ball* 
WeU speeds alike tbe banquet and tbe ball; 
And tbe gay dance of bounding Beauty*s train 
Links grace and barmony in bappìest cb^in : SfjOr 
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Blest are the earl^' hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle there in well accordìng bands; 
It is a sight the careful brow nùght 8]iiooth%. . 
And make Age smile^ and dream itself to yoatli. 
And Youth fòrget such hour was past on eartiht^ 
So springs the exulting bosom to that mirth I' 

XXI. 

And Ijara gaz*d on these «edately g^ad^ 

His brow belied him if his soul was sad^ 

And his glanee foUowed fast each fluttering^ faù^ 

Whose steps of lightniees wokè no echo there : 40S^ 

He lean'd against the lofty pillar nìgh 

With folded arms and long attentive eye, 

Nor mark'd a glanee so stemly fix!d on biS/. ' 

IH brook*d high Lam senitiny like tliis : '• " 
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At length he caught it^ 'tis a face unknown, 
But seems as searching his^ and his alone; 
Prying and dark^ a stranger's by Ms imèn> 
Who stili tiU now had gaz'd on faim unseea; 
At length eucountering meets the mutuai gmze 
Of keen enquiry^ and of mute amaze; 4 IO 

On Lara's glance emotion gathering grew, 
As if distrusting that the strànger threw ^ 
Along the stranger's aspect fìx'd and stern 
Flash'd more than thence the vulgar eye could learn. 

XXII. 
'* 'Tis he V* the stranger crìed> and those* Ihfat heard 
Re-echoed fÌBLSt and fttr the whi8per*d .wovd; 
'' 'Tis he V*—*' TiB who?" they question fafandnear, 
TiU louder aecents rong on Lara!s ear ; 
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So widelj spread, few bosoms wéU could brook 
The genei:al maxvel, or that single look ; 420 

Bui Lara stirr'd not» clianged not, the surprLse 
That sprung at first io his arrested eyes 
Seem'd now subsided, neither sunk nor rais*d 
Glanced his eye round» though stili the stranger 

gaz'd ; 
And drawing nigh> cicdUdm'd, with haughty sneer»' 
" Tis he! — ^how carne he thence? — ^whatdothhé 

here r 

xxin. 

li were too much for Lara to pass by 
Such question, so repeated fierce and high^ 
)¥ith look coUected, but with^accent cold»' 
More raildly finn than petulantly bold, 430 
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He turn'd» and met the inquisitorial tone— 
** My name is Lara ! — when thine own is knowu^ 
*' Doubt not my fitting answer to requìte 
'^ The unlook'd for courtesy of such a knight. 
'^ 'Tis Lara ! — ^further wouldst thou mark or ask ? 
'* I shun no question, and I wear no mask." 

•* Thou shun'st no questioni Ponder — is there none 
*' Thy heart must answer^ though thine ear would 
shun ? 

^' And deem'st .thou me unknown too ? Gaze again ! 
*^ At least thy memory was not given in vain. 440 
'^ Oh ! never canst thou cancel hatf her debt, 
'' Etemityv forbidi thee to forget." 
With slow and seardùng glance upon his face 
Grew Lara's eyes, but nothing there could trace 
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They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 
He deign'd no answer^ but bis bead be sbook> 
And balf cont^nptuous tum'd to pass away ; 
But tbe stern stranger motioned bim to stay. 448 
'* A word ! — ^I ebarge tbee stay, and answer bere 
" To one, wbo, wert tbou noble, were tby peer, 
'^ But as tbou wast and art— nay, frown not, lord, 
'' If false, 'tis easy to disprore tbe word — 
^' But» as tbou wast and art, on tbee looks down, 
'' Distrusts tliy smiles, but sbakes not at tby frown. 

" Art tbou not be ì wbose deeds *' 

'' Wbate'er I be, 
^' Words wild as tbese, accusers lìke to tbee 
'^ I list no furtber ; tbose witb wbom tbey weigb 
*' May bear tbe rest, nor venture to gainsay 
^' Tbe wondrous tale no doubt tby tongue can teli, 
'^ AVhicb tbus begins so courteously and well. 460 
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" Let Otho cherish here his pòlish'd guest, 

^' To him my thanks and thoughts shall be exprésséd.' 

And here their wondeiihg host hath ihterposed — * 

'^ Whate'er there be between you undisclosed, 

*' This is ilo time nòr fitting place to mar 

** The mirthful meeting with a wordy wan 

'• If thou, Sir Ezzelin, hast otight to show 

'' Which it bèfitd Count Lara's ear to know» 

^^ To-morrow, bere, or elsewhere, as may best 

^* Beseem your mutuai judgment, speak the rest; 

^' I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, ' 471 

** Though like Count Lara now retum'd alone 

^' From other lands, almost a stranger grown ; 

'' And if from Lara*s blood and gentle birth 

*' I augur tight of courage and of worth, 

^' He will not that untainted line belle, 

" Nor aught that knighthood may accord deny." 
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ce 



c< 



^^ To-morrow be it," Ezzèlin replied^ 
And bere our severa! worth and truth be trìed 5 
I gage my life, my falcbion to attesi 480 

'' My words, so may I mingle witb tbe blest!" 
What answers Lara ? to its centre sbrunk 
His soul^ in deep abstraetion sudden sunk ; 
Tbe words of many^ and tbe eyes of ali 
Tbat tbere were gatber'd seem'd on bim to fall ; 
But bis were silente bis appear'd to stray 
In far forgetfulness away — away — 
Alas ! tbat beedlessness of ali around 
Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIV. 
** To-morrow! — ay, to-morrow!" furtber word 
Tban tbose repeated none from Lara heard ; 49^ 



I 
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Upon his brow no outward passion spoke, 
From his large eye no flashing anger broker 
Yet there was something fix*d in that low tone 
Which show'd resolve, detennìned, though unkno^n. 
He seiz'd his doak — ^his head he slightly bow'd. 
And passing Ezzelin he left the crowd; 
And^ as he pass*d him, smiling met the frown 
With which that chieftain's brow would bear him 

down: 
It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling prìde 

That curbs to scom the wrath it cannot hide; 601 

But that of one in his own heart secure 

Of ali t^at he would do^ or could endure. 

Could tliis mean peace? the calmness of the good? 

Or guilt ^rown old in desperate hardihood? 

Alasi too like in confidence are each 

For man to trust to mortai look or speech; 
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From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern ;. 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to Leara. 



XXV. 

And Lara called his page^ and went his way—- 5 10 
Well could that stripling word or sign obey: 
His only foUower from those dimes afar 
Where the soni glows beneath a brighter starj 
For Lara left the shore from whence he sprung, 
In duty patient, and sedate though yomig^ 
Silent as him he served, his faith e^pears 
Above his station, and beyond his years. 
Though not unknown the tongue oF Lara's land. 
In such from him he rarely heard. command ^ 519 
But fleet his step, and clear his tones would come^ 
When Lara's lip breath*d forth the words of home : 
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Those accents as bis native mountains dear, 
Awake their absent echoes in his ear > 
Frìends'» kindreds', parents', wonted voice recali» 
Now lost, abjured, for one — ^his friend, his ali: 
For bim eartb now disdosed no otber guide ; 
Wbat marvel tben be rarely lefi: bis side? 

XXVI. 

Liigbt was bis fòrm, and darkly delicate 
Tbat brow wbereon bis native sun bad sate, 529 
But bad not marr'd, tbougb in bis beams be grew, 
Tbe cbeek wbere oft tbe unbidden blusb sbone 

tbrongb; 
Yetnotsucbblùsb asmoiintswbenbealtbwoiQd sbow 
Ali tbe beart's bue in tbat deligbted glow3 
But 'twas a becdc tint of secret care 
Tbat for a burning moment f evered tbere ; 
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And the wild sparkle of his eye seemed caught 
From high, and lightenéd with decine ÌhòtigM> 
Though its black orb those long low lashes fringe, 
Had tempered with a mèlancholy tinge ; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there, 540 

■ 
Or if *tw&re grief, a grìcf that none should sbare: 

And pleased not bim the sports tbat please bis age. 

The trìcks of youth^ the frolics of the page, 

For bours on Lara he would fix bis glauce, 

As aU forgotten in tbat watcbful trance; 

And fì-om bis cbief withdrawn, he wandered Ione» 

Brief were bis answers, and bis questions none; 

His walk the wood, bis sport some foreign hook; 

His resting-place the bank tbat corbs the brook : 

He seemed, like bim he served, to live apart 550 

From ali that lures the eye, and fills the heart; 
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To know no brptherbood, and take fìt)m earth 
No gift beyond that bitter boon^— our bìrth. 

XXVII. 
If aiight he loved, 'twas Lara; but was showu 
His faitb in reverence and in deeds alone ; 
In mute attention ; and his care^ which guessed 
Eaeh wish, fulfilled it ere the tongue expressed. 
Stili there was haughtiness in ali he did, 
A spirit deep that brook'd not to be chid^ 55g 

His zeal^ though more than that of serrile hands. 
In act alone obeys> his air commands; 
As if 'twas Lara's less than his desire 
That thus he served^ but surely not for hire. 
Slight were the tasks enjoined him by his lord, 
To hold the stirrup, or to bear the sword ; 
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To tune his Iute, or if he willed it more, 

On tomes of other times and tongues to pere; 

But ne'er to mingle with the menial traìn, 

To whom he showed nor deference nor dìsdain, 

But that well-worn reserve which proved he knew 

No sympathy with that familiar crew : 57"! 

His soul, whate*er his station or his stem, 

Could bow to Lara, not descehd to them. 

Of higher birth he seemed, and better day», 

Nor mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays. 

So femininely white it might bespeak 

Another sex, when matched with that smooth cheek, 

But for his garb> and something in his gaze. 

More wild and high than woinan's eye betrays; 

A latent fierceness that far more became 580 

His fiery dimate than his tender frame : 
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TrvLe, in bis words it broke not from hifi breast, 
But from bis aspect migbt be more than guessed. 
Kaled bis name, tbòugb rumour said be bore 
Anotber ere he left bis mountain-sbore ; 
For sometimes be would bear^ boivever nigh, 
Tbat name repeated loud without reply, 
As unfamiliar> or> if roused again. 
Start to tbe sound^ as but remembered tben ; 
Unless 'twas Lara's wonted voice tbat spake, 5Q0 
For tben, ear, eyes, and l^eart would ali awake* * 



XXVIII. 
He bad looked down upon the festive ball> 
And marked tbat sudden strife so marked of all> 
And wben tbe crowd around and. near bim told 
Tbeir wonder at tbe calmness of tbe bold. 
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Their marvel how the high-bom Lara bore 

Such insult from a stranger, doubly sore. 

The colour of young Kaled went and carne. 

The lip of ashes, and the cheek of flamej 

And o'er his brow the dampening heart-drops threw 

The sickening iciness of that cold dew 60l 

That rìses as the busy bosom sìnks 

With heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks. 

Yes — there be things that we must dream and dare. 

And execute ere thought be half aware : 

Whate'er mlght Kaled*s be, it was enow 

To seal his lip, but agonise his brow. 

He gazed on Ezzelin till Lara cast 

That sidelong smile upon the knight he passed ; 

When Kaled saw that smile his visage fell, 6X0 

As if on something recognized rìght well ; 
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His memory read in such a meaning more 

llian Lara's aspect unto others wore, 

Forward he sprung — a moment^ both were gene. 

And ali within that hall seemed left alone ^ 

Each had so fix'd his eye on Lara's mien^ 

Ali had so mix'd their feelings with that scene> 

That when his long dark shadow through the porch 

No more relieves the giare of yon high torch, 

£ach pulse beats qidcker, and ali bosoms seem 62Ó 

To boimd as doubting from too black a dream^ 

Such as we know is false, yet dread in sooth^ 

Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 

And they are gone — ^but Ezzelin is there, 

With thoughtful visage and imperious air 5 

But long remain*d not; ere an hour expired 

He waved his hand to Otho, and retired. 



46 LARA. Cant» l 



XXIX. 

The crowd are gone^ the revellers at rest ; 
The courteous host, and all-approving guest, 
Again to that accustomed couch must ereep 630 
Where joy subsides> and so'rrow sighs to sleep. 
And man o'er-laboured with bis being*s stiife^ 
Shrìnks to that sweet forgetfulness of life : 
There lie love's feverish hope, and eunnìng*s guile> 
Hate's working brain^ and lull'd ambitìon*s wilc, 
O'er eaeb vàin eye oblivión's pinions wave. 
And quench'd existence crouches in a grave. 
What better name may slumber's bed become? 
Night*s sepulchre^ the uniyersal home, 
Where weakness, strength, vice, virtue, sunk supine, 
Alike in naked helplessness redine^ 641 
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Glad for awhile to heave unconscious breath, 
Yet wake to wresUe with the dread of deatb. 
And shun^ though day but dawn on ills ìncreased, 
Tbat sleep, the loveliest> since it dreams the least. 
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CANTO II. 
L 

Night wanes — ^the vapours round the mountain^ 

curl'd 
M elt into mom^ ^d Llght awakes the world. 
Man has another day to swell the past^ 
And lead him near to little^ but his last; 
But mighty Nature bounds as fcom her birth^ 650 
The sun k in the heavens^ And life on earthi; 
Howers m the vaUey, splendour in the beam> 
Healtb on the gale^ and freshness in the stream. 
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Immortai man! behold her glories shine. 
And cry, exiQting inly, ''-they are thine!" 
Gaze on^ while yet thy gladdened eye may see, 
A morrò w comes when they are not for thee; 
And grieve what may above tby senseless bier^ 
Nor eartb nor sky wiU yield a single tear; 
Nor doud shall gather more^ nor leaf sbaU fall^ 650 
Nor gale breatbe fortb one sigb for tbee^ for ali ; 
But creeping tbings sbaU revel in tbeir spoil. 
And fit tby day to fertilize tbe soiL 

U. 
'Tis morn — ^'tis noon — ^assembled in tbe ball^ 
Tbe gatbered cbieftains come to Otbo's cali; 
Tis now tbe promised hour tbat must prochim 
Tbe lif e or deatb of Lara's future fame ; 
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When Ezzelin hi8 charge may here unfold. 

And whatsoe'er the tale, it must be told. 

Hi3 faith was pledged, and Lara's promise given, 

To meet it in the eye of man and heaven. 671 

Why Comes he not? Such truths to be divnlged, 

Methinks the accuser^s rest is long indulged. 

III. 

The hour is past, and Lara too is there^ 

With self-confiding^ coldly patient air; 

Why Comes not Ezzelin? The hour is past. 

And murmurs rise> and Otho's brow's o*ercast. 

** I know my friend! his felth 1 cannot fear, 

" If yet he be on earth^ expect him here j 

'* The roof that held him in the valley stands 680 

*' Betweesimy own and nojile Lara's landsj 
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«< My baOs from such a guest had honour gainM, ' 

*< Nor had Sir Eàczdin bis host disdain'd, 

^' But that some previous proof forbftde ina st&j, 

And urged him to prepare agaìnst to-day ; 

The word I pledged for bis I {dedge agajn, 
'< Or wìll myself redeem bis knigbtbood's stilili.'' 

He ceased — and Lara answer'd^ '^I am bere 

'^ To lend at tby demand a listening £ar ; 

'* To tales of evìl frem a stranger's tongue, 6g0 

'* Wbose words alrdidy migbt my beart Ijiave wrung, 

^' But tbat I deem'd bìm scarcely less tban mad, 

•' Or, at tbe worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

** I know bim not— but me it seems be kaew 

*' In lands wbere — ^but I must not trifle top : 

*' Produce tbis babbler — or redeem the pledge; 

" Here 4n tby bold, and with tby falchion's edge." 
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Proud Otho on the instant; reddening^ threw 

His giove on earth^ and forth his sabre flew. 

'' The last alternative befìts me beat, 700 

*' And ihus I answer fòr mine absent guest.*' 

With cheek undbonging firom its saUow gloom» 

Howeiver near his own or other's tomb ; 

With band, whose almost careless ijÌHiiess spoke^ 

Its grasp wéll-used to desi the«abre*8troke; 

With eye, though calm^ determined not to spare, - 

Did Lara too his willing weapoR barerà > 

In vain the cirding chiefì»fais round them dosed, 

For Otho*s phrenzy would not be <^posed ; 

Andfromhislipthosewordsof insali? fell-^ fio 

His sword is good who canmakitaiiKthem wéll. 



> ■ < • «^4 • •' 
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IV. 

Short was the conflict^ furìous^ blincUy rash, 

Vain Otho gave bis bosom to the gash : 

He bled, and fell; but not with deadly woun^» 

Stretched by a dextrous sleight along the gpround. > 

'* Demand thy life!*' He answered not: and then 

From that red<>floor he ne'er had risen again, 

For Lara's brow upon the moment grew 

Almost to blackness in its demon hue^ 

And fìercer shook his angry falchion now 720 

Then when his foe's was levelled at his brow; 

Then ali was stern coUectedness and art, 

Ncrw rose the unleavened hatred of his heart; 

So little sparing to the foe he fell'd^ 

That when the approaching crowd his arm withheldi 

He almost tm'ned the thirsty pdint on those 

Who thus for mercy dared to interpose; 
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But to a moment's thought that purpose bent, 
Yet look'd he on him stili wìtb eye intent, 
As if he loathed the ineffectual strife 730 

That left a foe, howe'er o'erthrown, with life j 
As if to search how far the wound he gave 
Had sent its victim onward to his grave. 

V. 

They raised the bleeding Otho> and the Leech 
Forbade ali present question» sigii^ and speech; 
The others met within a neighbouring hall. 
And he> incensed and heedless of them all> 
The cause and conqueror in this sudden.fray» 
In haughty silence slowly strode away; 739 

He back'd his steed^ his homeward path he took^ 
Nor cast on Otho*s towers a single look. 



\ 
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VI. 

But where was he ì that meteor of a ni^t» 
Who menaced but to disappear with lìglit? 
^Vhere was this Ezzelin? wbo carne and y^'ent 
To leave no other trace of bis intent. 
He left tbe dome of Otbo long ere mom, 
Tn darkness, yet so well tbe patb was wom 
He could not miss it; near bis dwelling lay; 
But tbere bè was not^ and witb coming day 
Came fast enquiry^ wbicb unfolded nougbt 7^ 

Except tbe absence of tbe cfaief it sougbt. 
A cbamber tenantless, a steed at rest, 
His bost alarmed^ bis miirmuring sqùires distressed: 
Tbeir searcb extends along, aroimd tbe patb« 
In dread to meet tbe marks of prowlers' wratb: 
But none are tbere, and not a brake batb bome 
Nor gout of blood, nor sbred of mantle tom j 
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Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced the grass^ 
Which stili Tetains a mark where murder was^ 
Nor dabbling fingers left ta' teU^the tale» JGO 

The bitter print of each convulsive nail, 
When agomzed hands that cease to guarda 
Wound in that pang the smoothness of the sward. 

Some such had been^ if bere a life was.refì;, 
But these were not ; and doubting hope is left; 
And strange suspicion whispering Lara's.name, 
Now daily mutters o*er bis blackened fame; 
Then sudden silent when bis form appeared» 

Awaits the absence of the thing it feared 

Again its wonted.wondering to renew, ^JO 

And dye coiyecture with a darker bue. 
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VII. 
Days roU sdong, and Otho's wounds are healed» 
But not bis pride; and baie no more concealeds 
He was a man of power, and Lara*s fòe, 
Tbe fìriend of ali who sought to worìt bim wob. 
And from bis country*s justice now demanda 
Account of Ezzelin at Lara's bands. 
Wbo élse tban Lara could bave cause to fear 
His presence? wbo bad made bim disappear» 
If not tbe man on wbom bis menaced ebarge JSÙ 
Had sate too deeply were be left at large? 
Tbe general rumour ignorantly loud, 
Tbe mystery .dearest to tbe curìous crowd; 
llie seeming friendlessness of bim wbo strove "* 
To win no confldence, and wake no love ; 
Tbe sweeping fìer :eness wbicb bis soul betray'd, 
Tbe skill witb wbicb be widded bis keen biade; 
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Where bad bis arm unwarlike caught that art? 
Where had that fierceness grown upon his heart? 
For it was not the blind capricious rage 790 

A word can kindle and a word assuage ; 
But the deep working of a soni unmixM 
With aught of pity where its wrath had fixMj 
Snch as long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates into ali that's merciless: 
These, link'd with that desire which ever sways 
Mankind^ the rather to.condemn than praise^. 
'Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a storm^ 
Such as himself might fear, and f oes would form^ 
And he must answer for the absent head 800 

Of ope that baunts him stilla alive or dead. 
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I 

VUI. 

Within that land was many a malcontenta 

Who cursed the tyranny to whìch he bent; 

That soil full many a wrìnging despot saw, 

Who worked his wantonness in form of law; 

Long war without and frequent broil within 

Had made a path fòr blood and giant sin^ 

That waited but a signal to begin 

New havock^ such as civil (Uscord blends> 809 

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or fiiends; 

Fixed in his f eudal fortress each was lord> 

In word and deed obeyed^ in soul abhorr'd. 

Thus Lara had inherìte4 his lands. 

And with them pining^hearts and sluggìah haadi} 

But that long absence from his native clime 

Had left him stainless of oppression's crime. 
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jbid now diverted b3r'bi8 milder swbj. 
Ali dread bj slow degrees had worn away ^ 
The memals felt their usuai awe alone, 819 

Bui more for him tbaa them that fear was grown j 
They deem'd him now unhappy, though at first 
Their eyil judgment augured of the worst» 
And each long restless night and silent mood 
Was traced to sickness» f ed by solitude ; 
And though his lonely habits threw of late 
Gloom o'er his chamber, cheerful was his gatej 
For thenee the wretched ne'er unsoothed withdrew^ 
For them> at least^ his spul compassion knew. 
Gold to the great^ contemptuous to the high. 
The humbie passed not his unheeding eye ; 830 
Much he would speak not, but beneath his roof 
They found asylum o£t> and ne*er reproof. 
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And they who watched might mark that day by àB^,-. 

Some new retainers gathered to bis sway; 

But most of late since Ezzelin was lost 

He played the courteous lord and bounteous bost: 

Percbanee bis strife wltb Otbo made bim dread 

Some snare prepared for bis obnoxious bead; 

Wbate'er bis view^ bis favour more obtains 

Witb these, tbe people^ tban bis fellow tbanes. 840 

If tbis were poHcy, so far 'twas soimd^ 

Tbe million judged but of bim as tbey found; 

From bim by stemer cbiefs to exile driven 

Tbey but required a sbelter, and 'twas given. 

By bim no peasant moum'd bis rifled cot. 

And scarce tbe Serf could murmur o'er bis lot; 

Witb bim old avarice foimd its board secure, 

Witb bim contemptforbore to mock tbe poor; 
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ToaHì present cheer and promised recompence 
])et;9ined> till ali too late to part from thence : S50 
To hate he offered with the coming change - 

The deep reversion of delayed revenge j 

To love, long baffled by the unequal match. 

The weU-won charms success was surè to snateh. ' 

AD now was ripe, he waits but to proclaim 

That slavery nothìng which was stiU a name. 

The moment came^ the hotur when Otho thought 

Secure at last the vengeance which he sought : 

His summons found the destined criminal 

Begirt by thousands in his swarming hall, 86Ò 

Fresh fìrom their feudal fetters newly rìven, 

Delying earth, and confident of heaven. 

That morning he had freed the soil-bound slavet 

Who dìg no land for tyrants but their graves ! 



.* 
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Such U tbftir cry--«Qme watchword for tbe fighi 
Must yiodicate tbe wroug, and warp the right: 
Religion— Ir^om-^TengeaDoo — ^what yon wìD, 
A word's enough to raise mankind to kill; 801 
Some factious phraae by cumung caiig^ «ad aprad 
That guUt may reign» and wolvea and vwoM he MI 

Thnmgboiiit that cUme the fieudal cfaieb had gain'd 
Such avay» thmr infont monarch hardly. icign'd> 
Now was the hour for factiou's rebel growth» 
The Serfs cdKtemn'd tbe oiii^ aod hated both : 
They waitod but a leider» and they found 
One to their cauae ittseparaUy boiind; 
By circumstanoe oompell'd to phinge again 
In self-defence amidal «he atrife of urna* 
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!ut off hy 4K>ine mystericms fate from thoM 
iliom birth and naturo meant not for kis lòea^ 680 
lad Lara òom that nigkt, to Min aocurst» 
'Npared ia meet, bnt not alone^ the wonrt: 
one reason urged^ whate*cr it was, to shun 
ioquiry into deeda at diatanee done; 

y mingling wHh bis own tlie cause ai ali» 
ea if he failed, he stUl deifffed hU faàL 
be sullen cairn ihat long hìs bosom kept» 
le stona that once had spent itself and slept^ 
losed by events that seemed foiectooBi'd to urge 
is gloomy fortunes to tiidr utmoftt Teige» 890 
U8t iòiih, and made him ali be once had been» 
id is again; he only changed the some. 
B^ht care had he for lìfe» and kss for feune> 
it not less fitted for the desperate game : 
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He deem'd himself mapk*d out for otlier*s hat^ 

And mock'd at niin so they skared bis fate. . 

What cared he for the freedom of the c^>wd^ 

He raised the humblé but to beiid the proud. 

He had Uoped quiet in bis sullen lair, 

But man and destiny beset him there: gOOf 

Inured to hunters he was found at bay« 

And they must kiU, they cannot snare the prey* ' 

Stern^ unambitious, silente he had been 

Henceforth a cairn spectator of life*s scene; 

But dragg'd again upon the arena, stood 

A leader not unequal to the feud ; 

In voice— mien — gestare — savage nature sppke^ 

And fìrom bis eye the gladiator broke, , ^ 
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X. 

WhaX boojbs tilie oft-repeated tale of strifie^ 

rhe feast of vultures, and the waste of life ? 910 

rhe yarying fortune of each separate fièld^ 

rhe fierce that vanqnish, and the faint that yièld? 

ilie smoking ruin^ and the crumbled wall? 

[n this the struggle was the same with ali; 

Save that distempered passions lent their force 

[n bitterness that banished ali remorse. 

NTone sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vaui^ 

The captive died upon the battìie-slain: 

In either cause one rage alone possessed 

The empire of the alternate victor's breast ; 920 

And they that smote for f reedom or for sway 

Deem'd few were slain, while more remain'dto slay. 

It was too late to check the wasting brandy 

And Desolation reaped the famisbed land; 
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The torch was lighted, and the flame was spread, 
And Camage smiled upon her daily dead. 

XI. 
Fresh with the nerve the new4x>rn unpulse stnu^ 
The first success io Liara's numbers clung; 
But that rain victory hath ruined ali, 
They form no longer to their leader*s cali ; gSO 
In blind confusion on the fbe they press. 
And think to enatch is to secure success* 
The lust of booty, and the thirst of hate 
Lnre on the broken brigànds to their fate; 
In vain he doth whate'er a chief may do 
To check the headlong fury of that crew ; 
In vain their stubbom ardour he would tame. 
The band that kindles cannot quench the flame; . 
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The waiy fdè alone hftth tum'd their mdod. 

And shown their rashness io th&t errìng brood : J)40 

The Wgii'd retfeat, the nightly ambuscade. 

The daily harass^ and the fight délayed^ 

The long privatlon of the hoped ftnpply, 

The tentless rest beneath the htimid sky. 

The stubbom wall that mockfi the leaguèr's ftit^ 

And palls the patience of bis baffled beart» 

Of tbese they hàd not deem'd : the battle-day 

Tbey could encountèr as a reteran mfty^ 

But more preferred the fury of the strìfe^ 

And present death to hourly sufferìng life ; gso 

And fomine wrìngd> and fever 6Wee^ away 

Hi5 nnmbers melting fast from their array^ 

Intemperate triumph fades to discontent» 

And Lara*d «otti alone atetns stiH nnbent; 



i 
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But few'remain to aid his voice and band. 
And thousands dwindled to a scanty band: 
Desperate, thoi^h few^- the last and best remain'd 
To mourn tbe discipline tbey late disdain'd. - 
One hope survives, the frontier is not far. 
And thence tbey may escape from native war; 9^ 
And -bear witbin tbem to the neighbouring .stato 
An eidle's sorrows, or an outlaw*s hate : 
Hard is the task their father land to quit^ 
But harder 3till to perish or submit. 

Il •■ 

Xil. 
It is resolved — ^they march-^consenting Night 
Ouides with ber star their dim and torchless flight; 
Already they perceive its tranquil beam 
Sleep on tlje surface pf the barrier stream;.. i 




^. 
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Already they desciy — ^Is yon the baiik ? 

Away ! . 'tis lined with many a hiostile rank. 970 

Return or fly! — What glitters in the rear? 

Tis Otho's banner — ^the pursuer*8 spear! 

Are those the shepherds* fires upon the height) 

Alas ! they blaze too widely for the flight : 

Cut off fìt>in hope, and compass'd in the toU^ 

Xiess blood perchance h^th bought a richer spoil! 

xin. 

A moment*s pause» *tis but to breathe their band» 
Or shall they onward press> or bere withstand? 
It matters little — ^if they chaige the foes 
Who by the border-stream their march oppose^ 98O 
Senne few^ perchance, may break and pass the line* 
^owever link*d to.baffle such desigli 
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** The charge be ùxob ! to wait for their tuKsai^ 
'* Were fate well worthy of a coward's ball.'* 
Forth flies eaoh sabre» reined is every steed. 
And the next word ehall scaree outatrìp the éétài 
In the next tone of Lara*8 gatherìog breath 
Hoiv many shall but bear the Toice of defttht 

XIV. 

His biade is bared^ in him there is an air 
As deep, but far toc tranquil for despair; gjO 

A something of indifference mòre than then 
Becomes the bfavest if they feci for men-^ 
He tumed his eye on Kakd, ever near. 
And stili too faithful to betray one feaf; 
Ferehance 'twas but thè riiocm's dim twilight thréw 
Along his aspect an unwontéd bue . 
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Of motirnful paleness^ whose deep tini expressed 
The tnith, and not the terror of hìA breast. 
This Iiara mark*d, and laid his hand on his : 

It tranUed not in such an hour as this; 1000 

His lip was silente scarcely beat bis beart, 
Hìs eye alone prodaim'd, " We wiU not part! 
*' Tby band may perisb, or tby friends may flee, 
'* Farewell to life^ but not adieu to tbee !" 

The word hath pass'd his lips> and onward driven 
Pours the link'd band through ranks asunder riven; 
Well has each steed obeyed the armed hed^ 
And flash the scimitars^ and rìngs the steel; 
Outnumber'd not outbrav'd^ they stili oppoM 
Despair to daring, and a front to foes ; 1010 

And blood is miugled with the dashing stream, 
Whidi runa ali redly till the moming beam. 
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XV. 

Commanding, aiding, aaimating all^ 
Where foe appeared to press, or friend to fall, 
Cheers Lara*8 voice, and wayes or strìkes bis stèd» 
Inspiring hope, himsèlf had ceased to feei. 
None fled, for well they knew that flight were Tuin, 
But those that waver turn to smite àgain 
While yet they find the finnest of the foe 
Recoil before their leader*s look and blow; 1020 
Now gìrt with numbers^ now almost alone. 
He foils their ranks, or reunites bis own; 
Himself he spared not— once they seemed to fly*- 
Now was the time, he waved bis band on high. 
And shook — why sudden droops that plumed crest? 
The sbaft is sped — the arrow's in bis breast! 
That, fatai gesture left the unguarded side. 
And Death hatb strìcken 4own yon ann of prìde. 
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le word of trìumph fainted from his tongue; 

lat band, so rsdsed^ how droopingly it Kung! 1030 

it yet the sword instinctiTely retains, 

umgh from its fdlow shrink the f alHng rdns ; 

lese Kaìed snatches: dizzy with the blòw, 

d sensdess bending o'er his saddle-bow> 

rceives not Lara that his anxious page 

goiles his charger fh>ni the combat's rage : 

*antime his followers charge> and charge again; 

o mix'd the slayers now to heed the slain ! 

XVI. 
ly glimmers on the dying and the dead» 
le doven cuirass, and the hebnless head ; 1040 
le war-horse masterless is on the.earth» 
id that last gasp hath burst his bloody girth i 
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And near yet quivering with what life remain*d> 
The heel that urg'd him and the hand that raoVii 
And some too near that raUing torrent ile, 
Whose waters mock the lip of those that die ; 
That panting thirst which scorches in the bteaih 
Of those that die the soklier's ficry death. 
In vain impels the burning mouth to crave 
One drop— the last— -to cool it fòr the grave; 1050 
With fèeble and conTulsiye efibrt swept 
Their limbs along the crimson'd turf bave crepi } 
The faint remains of life such struggles waste» 
But yet they reach the stream^ and bend to taste: 
They fed ita freshness, and àhnost partak»-* 
Why pause?— No fiurther thirst bave they to slake-* 
It Ì8 unquench*d> and yet they fed it not ; 
It was aa agony*— bui now jfovgot ! 
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xvn. 

Beneath a lime, remoter from the 6oene> 

Where bui for him that strife had never been^ 1060 

A breathing but devoted wanrior lay : 

*Xwa8 Iffura bkeding fast from life away. 

Hi8 Igllower onice» l^]^ now bis only guide> 

^mà» Kaled watchfal p'er bis welling side, 

iiid witb hi» ficarf would staum^ the tides thal ruflb 

^ith eacb convulsiou 1^ a bkcker guab ; 

^nd tben as bis faint breaibing waxes low« 

« 

u feebler, not less fatai trìcklings flow : 
le scarce can sj^eàk» but motians bim 'tìs vmi, 
Uid merely adda aoptbef tbrob to paia. 1Q70 

le claspa tbe band tbat pang wbìcb woidd afsfsitf^^e^ 
^d sadly smilea bis tbanks ia that dark pvtg^ 
^o notbing feam» nor fielB» IKHt beeda» o^ «M^ 
^Te tbat daxnp brow wblcb resta upon bis kneea; 
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Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though dim, 
Held ali the light that shone on earth for him. 

XVIII. 
The foe arrìves, who long had search'd fhe fiéU, 
Their trìumph nought till Lara too should yidUf ; 
They would remove him, bùt they see 'twere tbìoì 
And he riarda them with a ealm disdain» KM 
That rose to reconcile him with his fote. 
And that escape to death from living hate :' 
And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed^' 
Looks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed. 
And questiona of his state 5 he answers not, 
Scarce glances on him as on one forgot^ 
And tums to Kaied :-^-each remaining wor^ 
They Wìderstood not, if distincUy heard ; 
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His dying tones are in l^iat other tongucy IOS9 

Io which some làninge remembrance wildly clong. 
rhe3P'q[ittke of ether soenes, bai what-^Ì6 known 
Co Kaled, whom their mwining reach'd aknie ; 
ind he replied, though faintly^ to their sound^ 
iVhile gaz'd the rest in dumb amazement round : 
[*hey seem'd even then — ^that twaii^*— unto the last 
?o half foiget the pveseni in tìbe pait 9 
?o share betwe^i th^oMelves some separate fate> 
Vhose darkness none beside shoald penetrate. 1098 

XIX. 

ilieir words thongh £unt were many — f rom the tone 

rheir import those who heard could jodge alone^ 

?rom thìs, you might bare deem^ young Kàled's 

death 

Mure near than Lara's by his TOÌ0e and breath, 

o 
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So sad^ so deep, and hesitating broke 
The accents bis scarce-moving pale lips spoke; 
Bui Lara's voice tbougb low, at first was dear 
And calm> till murmuring deatb gasp*d boarsely . 

near: 
But firom bis visage little could we guess» 
So unrepentant^ dark^ and passionless, 
Save tbat wben struggling nearer to bis last» 
Upon tbat page bis eye was kindly cast > 11 16 

And once as Kakd's answering accents ceas'd^ 
Rose Lara's band^ aiid pointed to the East : 
Wbetber (as tben the breaking sun from high 
RoU'd back the clouds) the morrow caught bis eye. 
Or tbat 'twas chance, or some remember*d scene 
Tbat rais'd bis arm to point wbere sucb bad been> 
Scarce Kaled seem'd to know, but tum'd away, 
As if bis beart abhorréd tbat coming day« 
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And shrunk bis glaDce before that morning light 

TolookonLara'sbrow — ^wbereallgrewnigbt. 1120 

Yet sense seem'd left, tbougb better were its loss ; 

For wben one near idisplay'd tbe absolving cross. 

And proffered to bis toucb tbe boly bead 

Of wbicb bis parting soul migbt own tbe need. 

He look'd upon it witb an eye profane, 

-And smiled — ^Heaven pardon! if 'twere witb dis- 

dain; 
And Kaled tbougb be spoke not^ nor witbdrew 
From Lara's face bis fix'd despairing view^ 
Witb brow repulsive, and witb gesture swift, 
Flung back tbe band wbicb beld tbe sacred gift, 1 1 30 
As if sucb but disturbed tbe expiring man, 
Nor seem'd to know bis life but then began^ 
Tbe life immortala infinite^ secure^ 
To ali for wbom tbat cross batb made it sure ! 



r 



84 LABA. Ctmto IL 



XX. 

But gasping het^v'd the breath that Laro drew. 

And dilli the film along his dim eye grew ; 

Hia limbfi «tretch'd fluttering, aìid his head droqp'ii 



o'er 



The weak yet stUl untirìng k^ee that bore i 
He press'd the hand he held npon'his |ieart— > 
It beats no more^ but Kaled will not pari 1 140 
With the cold grasp, but feels, and feda in vain, 
For that £ùnt throb which answeis not again. 
" It beats !" — ^Away, thou dreamerl he ia gone— 
It once was Lara which thou look'^t upon. 

XXI. 

He gaz*d^ as if not yet had pass'd away 
The haughty spirìt of that humlde day ; 



■> 
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And those around bave rous*d him from bis trance, 
But cannot tear from thence bis fixed glance ; 
/Vnd wben in raising bim from wbere be bore 
Witbin bis arms tbe fona tbat felt no more> 1 150 
He saw tbe bead bis breast would stili sustain, 
RoU down like eartb to eartb lipon tbe plain ; 
He did not dasb bimself tbereby^ nor tear 

The glossy tendrils of bis ravén bair» 

But strove to stand and gaze, but reel'd and fell, 

Scarce breatbing more tban tbat be lor'd so well. 

Than tbat he lov'd ! Ob ! never yet beneatb 

Tbe breaSt of man sucb thisty love may breatbe ! 

Tbat trying moment batb at once reveal'd 

The secret long and yet but bàlf-conceard ; l i6o 

In barìng to revive tbat lifeless bireast, 

Its grief Btsm*à ended, but the sex cohfest; 
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And life retum'd, and Kaled felt no shatme — 
\Vhat now to her was Womanhood t>r Fame ? 



XXII. 

And I/ara sleeps not where his fathers sleep, 
But where he died his grave was dug as deep ', 
Nor is his mortai slumber less profound, 

' Though priest nor bless'd, nor marble deck'd the 
mound ; 
And he was moum*d by one whose quiet grief 
Less loud, outlasts a people's for their chief. 11 90 
Vain w&s ali question ask'd her of the past. 
And vain e'en menace — silent to the last ; 
She told nor whence nor why she left behind 
Her aU for one who seem'd but little kind. 
Why did she love him > Curious fool ! — ^be stili — 

. Is human love the growth of human will? 
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To ber he might be gentleness ; the stem 
Have deeper thoughts than your dull eyes discern. 
And when they love^ your smilers guess not how 
Beats the strong heart, though less the lips avow. 
They were not common links that form'd the chaiu 
That bound to Lara Kaled's heart and brain ; 1182 
But that wild tale she brook'd not to unfold. 
And seal'd is now each lip that conld have told. 

XXIIL 
They laid him in the earth, and on bis breast, 
Besides the wound that sent bis soni to rest, 
They found the scatter'd dints of many a scar 
Which were not planted there in recent war; 
Where'er had pass'd bis summer years of life 
It seems they vanish'd in a land of strife -, 1 190 
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But ali unknotm his glory or his ^ililt» » 
These only told that somewhere blood was spili. 
And Ezzislin, who mì^bt bave e^^oke the piBt, 
Return'd no more-4hàt night a^^iear'd his kit 

XXIV. 

Upon that night (a peasant's is the tale) 

A Serf that cross'd the intervening vale» 

When Cynthia's light almost gave way to morn. 

And nearly yeil*d in mist her waning horn; 

A Seify that rose betimes to thread the wood, 1 199 

And hew the bough that bought his cfatldren's food, 

Pass'd by the rìver that divides the [dun 

Of Otho's kuàds aftd Lara's broad doinaiti : 

He heard a tramp— a borse and horseman broke 

From out the'wood— beforehim was a doék 
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M^rapt nMui4 flonie burihen at bis saddle-bow» 
Bent was bis bead» and biddoa wiib bis brow. 
CUius'd by the sudden sigbt al mfài a lime, 
And some fbreboding tbat it might be crimei 
Ilmiaelf unbeeded Wolicb'd tbe strangor's còune, 
Wbo reacb'd tbe river, boilnded from bis borse, laio 
And lifting tbenoe tbe buiiben wbicb be bore, 
Heav'd up tbe bank> and dasb'd it fn»n tbe sbore, 
Tben pansed, and look'd, and tum'd, and S6em'd to 

watcb» 
JLnd stili anotber burried glanoe woidd snatcb. 
And foUow witb bis step tbe stream tbat flow'd, 
As if even yet too nnicb its surfisioe iriiow'd : 
At once be started, stoop*d^ ar^vnd bim strowfi 
Tbé winter floods bad scatter'd beaps of stone ; 
Of tbese tbe beaviest tbenoe be ga^er^d tbere, 121 9 
And slung tbem witb a more tban conounon care. 
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Meantime the Serf had crept to where unseen 
Himself might safely mark what this might mean > 
He caught a glimpse, as of a fioating breast, 
And something glittered starlike on the vest, 
But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk, 
A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk: 
It rose again'but indistinct to view. 
And left the watets of a purple hue, 
Then deeply disappear'd : the horseman gaz'd 
Till ebbed the latest eddy it had rais'd ; 1230 

Then tumìng, vaulted on his pawing steed. 
And instant spurr'd him into panting speed. 
His face was mask'd — ^the features of the dead^ 
If dead it were, escaped the observer's dread ; 
But if in sooth a star its bosom bore, 
Such is the badge that knighthood ever woi«> 
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And such tis knòwn Sir Ezzelin had worn 

Upon the night that led to such a moni. 

If thus he perìsh'd> Hèaven receive his soni! 

His undiscover'd limbs to ocean roU ;' 1240 

And charìty upon the hope would dwell 

It was not Lara's huid by which he fell. 

XXV. 

And Kaled — ^Lara — ^Ezzelin, are gone, 

Alike without their monumentai stone! 

The first, ali efforts vainly strove to wean 

From lingerìngwhere her chieftaìn's blood had been ^ 

Grief had so tam'd a spirit once too proud, 

Her tears weré few, her wailing never loud; 

Butfùrìcms would you tear her from the spot 

Where yet she scarce believ'd that he was not, 1 250 



Her eye shot foiih with ali thè living fire 
That haunts the tigrés» in her whélpless ire; 
But left io wasle hér weary moménts ihere« 
She talk'd ali idly unto shapes of air, 
Such as the busy brain of Sorrow paints. 
And woos to Hsten io her fo>nd complaints : 
And she would sit beneath the very tree ^ 
\Vhere lay his drooping head upon her knee ; 
And in that posture where 'she saw him fall, 
His words, his looks, his dying grasp recali; 12^0 
And she had shom^ but sat'd her rareh hair. 
And oft would snatch it from her bosom there. 
And fold, and press it gently to the ground^ 
As if she staunch'd anew some phantom's wound. 
Herself would question, and fbr him reply; 
Then rising, start, and beckon him to fly 
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From some imagin'd spectre in pursuit ; 

Then seat ber down upon some linden's root. 

And hide ber visage with ber meagre band. 

Or trace strange cbaracters along tbe sand-* 1270 

Tbis could noi last — sbe lies by bim sbe lov'd; 

Her tale untold — ^ber trutb too dearly provM. 
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When Spring bnnts foith in blossoms through the vale. 
And her wild muàc trìumphs on the gale, 
Oft with my bodc I muse from stile to stile; 
Oft in my porch the listless noon begnile, 
Frammg leou wumbcn. 
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I. 

*TwAs Autumn ; thro* Provence had ceased 

The vintage^ and the vintage-feast. 

The sun had set behind the hill^ 

The moon was up, and ali was stili, 

And from the Convent's neighbouring tower 

The dock had tolled the midnight hour, 
When Jaoqueline carne forth alone, 
Her kerchief o'er her tresses thrown ; 
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A guilty thing and full of fears^ 

Yet ah> how lovely in ber tearsl 10 

She starts, and what lias caught her eye^ 

What — ^but ber shadow gliding by? 

Sbe stops, sbe pants; witb lips apart 

Sbe listens — to ber beatìng beart! 

Tben^ tbro' tbe scanty orcbard stealing, 

Tbe dusterìng bougbs ber track concealing, 

Sbe flies> nor casts a tbougbt bebind> 

But gives ber terrors to the wind; 

Flies from ber bome^ tbe bumble spbere 

Of ali ber joys and sorrows bere^ 2i 

Her fatber's bouse of mountain-stone^ 

And by a mountain-vine o'ergrown. 

At sucb an bour in sucb a nigbt^ ^ 

So cairn, so dear^ so beavenly brigbt. 
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Who would bave seen and nat cpnf^sed 

Jt looked as ali within were blesi ? 

What will not woman, wfaen she loves? 

Yet lost, alas> who can restore ber ? — 

She lifts the latch, the wicket moves ; 

And now the world ìa ali before her. 30 



Up rose St. Pierre^ when morning shone; 
— ^And Jacqueline, his child» was gone ! 
Oh what the madd'ning thought that carne ì 
Dishonour coupled with his m^mei 
By Condé at Rocroy he stood ; 
By Turenne^ when the Rhine ran blood. 
Two banners of Castile he gave'» 
Aloft in Notre Dame ta wave ; ' 
Nor did Ùiy croas, St. Louis, rest 
Upon a purer^ nobler breast. 4Q 
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He slung bis old sword by bis side^ 

And snatcbed bis staff and rosbed to save^ 

Tben sonk— «nd on bis tbresbold crìed 

" Ob lay me in my grave! 

'' — Constance! Clandine! wbere wcre ye tben? 

" Bnt stand no there. Away! away! 

" Tboa> Frederìc, by tby faiber stay. 

" Tbongb old, and now forgot of men, 

" Botb must not leave bim in a day." 

Tben, and be sbook bis boary bead, 
f' Unbappy in tby yontb!*' be said. 
" Cali as tbon wflt, tbon call'st in vain; 
" No voice sends back tby name again. 
" To moum is aU tbou bast to do; 
'« Tby play-mate lost, and teadier too.** 
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And who but she coiild soothe the boy> 
Or tura bis tears to tears of joy? 
Long bad sbe kissed bim as be slept^ 
Long o'er bis pillow bung and wept; 
And> as sbe passed ber fatber's door^ (>() 

Sbe stood as sbe would stir no more, 

But sbe is gone^ and gone for ever ! 
No, never sball tbey dasp ber — never. 
Tbey sit and lìsten to tbeir fears ; 
And be, wbo tbro' tbe breach bad led 
Over tbe dying and tbe dead, 
Sbakes if a crìcket's cry be bears ! 

Ob! sbe was good as sbe was fair. 
None — ^none on eartb above ber! 
As pure in tbougbt as angels are^ 70 

To know ber was to love ber. 






102 JACQUEUNE. 



When little^ and ber cycs, ber voice, 

Her every gesture said ** rejoice," 

Her coming was a gladness; 

And, as she grew, ber modest grace, 

Her down-cast look 'twas heav'n io trace, 

When^ shading with ber band ber face, 

Sbe balf indined to sadness. 

Her voice^ wbate*er sbe said> encbanted ; 

Like music to tbe beart it went. 80 

And ber dark eyes — ^bow eloquent ! 

Ask wbat tbey would, ^twas granted. 

Her fatber loved ber as bis fame ; 

—And Bayard's self bad done tbe same ! 

Soon as tbe sun tbe glittering pane 
Ou the red flof» in diamonds tbrew. 
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V.» «une and suog «g»^' 

PfflihelartUgWwiibdrev'- 

aver, day. and att day 10P8, ^^ 

He»«edo..u.V>e«d-a«ng. 

„ tneal an empty chair 
. '-«ntiberc; 

0,boveH.gevery^^P«-^ 
V >.t up tbe cbin»ey-nook. 
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And that small chest of curìous moiild^ 

(Queen Mab's^ perchance^ in days of old^) 

Tusk of elephant and gold; 

Which^ when a tale is long> dispenses 

Its fragrant dust to drowsy senses. 

In ber who mourned not, .^hen they missed ber, 

The old a child, the young a sister ? 

No more the orphan runs tó take 

From her loved hand the barley-cake. 1 IO 

No more the matron in the sehool 

Expects her in the hom* of mie, 

To sit amid the elfin brood, 

Praising the busy and the good. 

The "widow trims ber hearth in vain. 

She Comes not — nor will come again; 

Not now, his little lesson done, 

With Frederic blowing bubbles in the sun-, 
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Nor Bpinnìng by the fountaìn side. 

Some story of the days of old, 120 

Barbe Bleue or Chaperon Rouge half-told 

To him who would not be denied : 

Not now, to while an hour away, 

Gone to the falls in Valombrè, 

Where 'tis night at noon of day; 

Nor wandering up and down the wood, 

To ali but her a solitude, 

Where once a wild deer, wild no more, 

Her chaplet on his antlers wore. 

And at her biddìng stood. 130 



É 



PARI' 11 



\ 



JACQURLINR «00 



II. 



The day was in the golden, west ; 

And^ curtained dose by leaf and flower. 

The doves had cooed themselves to rest 

In Jacquehne's deserted bower ; 

The doves— that stili would at her casement pecic. 

And in her walks had ever fluttered round 

With puride feet and shining neck. 

Trae as the echo to the sound. 

That casement^ underneath the trees, 

Half open to the western breeze> léO 



i 



no jajcqusune. 



Looked down, enchanting Garonnelle, 

Thy wild and mulberry-shaded dell^ 

Round whìch the Alps of Piedmont rose^ 

The blush of sunset on their snows : 

While^ blithe as lark on summer-morn^ 

When green and yellow waves the corn, 

^Vhen harebells blow in eveiy grove. 

And thrushes sing ^' I love ! I love !" 

Within (so 8oon the éarly rain 

Scatterà, and 'tis fair again^ 1&( 

Though many a drop may yet be seen 

To teli OS where a doud ha« been) 

Within lay Frederic, o'or and o'er 

Building castles on the floor. 

And feigning, as they g^w in size« 

New troubles and new dangersj 
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With dimpled cheeks and laughing eyes, 
As he and Fear were strangers. 

St. Pierre sate by^ nor saw nor smiled. 
His eyes were on his loy*d Montaigne^ ì60 

But every leaf was turned in vain. 
Then in that hour remorse he felt^ 
And his heart told him he had dealt 
Unkindly with his child. 
A father may awhile refuse 3 
But who can for another chuse? 
When her young blushes had revealed 
The secret from herself concealed^ 
Why proniise what her teftrs denied^ 
That she should be De Courcy's bride ? 170 

— ^Wouldst thou> presumptuous as thou art^ 
0*er Nature play the tyrant's part. 
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\ì\d wkh the hand compel the heart? 
Oh ratiier^ rather hope to bind 
The ocean-wave^ the mountain- wind ; 
Or fix thy foot upon the ground 
To stop the planet rolling round. 

The light wa&on his face; and there 
You might have seen the passions driv'n — 
Resentment^ Pity, Hope, Despau* — 
Like douds acroas the face of Heair'n. 
Now he sighed heavily; and now, 
His hand withdrawing from his brow. 
He shut the volume with a frown^ 
To walk his troubled spirit down : 
— ^When Manchon, that had snuffied the ground 
And sought and sought, but never found. 
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* 

Leapt up and to the caseinent flew. 

And looked and barked and vanished thro'. 

" 'Tis Jacqueline ! 'tis Jacqueiine!" I9Ò 

Her little brother laughing orìed. 

*' I know her by her Idrtle green, 

^' She Comes along the mouiitain-sidié; 

*' Now turning by the travèBér's seat,— ^ 
Now resting in the hen&ifs cècve,^^ 
Now kneeling, where the pathways meet, 
To the cross on the strsEnger's grave. 

*' And, by the soldier'« doak> I &^òw 
(There, there along die ridge they go) 
D'Arcy, the gentle and thè brave ! 2Ò0 

Look up — ^why will you not?" he cries^ 

His rosy hands befòre his eyesj 



« 



ce 



C€ 



€< 



€€ 



9< 



114 JACQVmSE. 



Fot on that incense-breadung ève 

The òuQ shone out^ as loth to leave. 

'' See — to the rugged rock she dings! 

*' She calls^ she faints» and D'Arcy spriog^;, 

'' D'Arcy so dear to us» to ali; 

** Who, fot you told me on yonr knee, 

When in the fi^t he saw you fall, 

Saved you for Jacqueline and me !" 2lO 
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And true it was! The mournfùl night 
That on the village-green they parted. 
The lìlied banners stcgaming brìght 
O'er maids and mothers broken-hearted; 
The dram — it drowned the last adieu, 
When D'Arcy firom the crowd she drew. 
** One charge I bave, and one alone, 
^' Nor that refuse to take. 
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'* My fìither — ^if not for bis own; 

'• Oh for bis daughter's sake!" 

Inly he vowed — ^'twas ali he could ; 220 

And went and sealed it with hìs blood. 



Nor can ye wonder. When a child^ 
And in her playfùlness she smiled, 
Up many a ladder-path^ he guided 
Where meteor-lìke the chamois glided^ 
Thro* many a misty grove. 
They loved — but under Fri^idsbip*s name; 
And Reason^ Virtue fanned the fiame^ 
Tìll in their houses Discord came^ 
And 'twas a crime to love. 230 
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Then what, alas^ waa Jacquéline to do^ ^ 

Her father*s angiy hóura she knew, ^ 

And when to soathe> and when persuade; V! 

But now her path De Doiircy crossedy 

Led by his falcon thro* the giade — 

He turned^ beheld^ admìred the maid; 

And ali her little arts were lost! 

De Courcy, lord of Argentiere ! 

Thy poverty, thy pride, St. Pierre, 

Thy thirst for vengeance sought the snare. 240 

The day was named, the g^ests invited; 

The bride-groom, at the gate, alighted; 

When up the windings of the dell 

A pastoral pipe was heard fo swèll. 

And lo, an humble Piedmontese, 

Whose music might a lady please^ 
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This messale thro' the lattice bore> 

(She listened^ and her trembling frame 

Told her at once from whom ìt carne) 

" Oh let US fly— to part no more!" 2óO 
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III. 



That mom ('twas in Ste. Julienne's celi» 

As at Ste. Julienne*s sacred well 

Their dream of bliss began) 

That moni, ere many a star was set, 

Their hands had on the aitar met 

Before the holy man. 

— ^And now the village gleams at last; 

The woods, the golden meadows passed, 

Where, when^ Toulouse^ thy splendour shonc^ 
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The Tioubadour wonld journey on 

Transported— or, from grove to grovc, 

Framing some roundelay of love^ 

Wander tìll the day was gone. 

*^ AH will be well, my Jacqueline ! 

" Oh tremble not — ^but trust in me. 

" The Good are better made by HI, 

" As odours crushed are sweeter stili; 

" And gloomy as thy past has been, 

'* Bright shall thy futm« be !" 

So saying, thro' the fìragrant shade, 

Oently along he led the màid, 

WhUe Manchon round and round her j^yed : 

And, as that sileni glen they leave, 

Where by the spring the pitchers stand, 

Where glow-worms light their lamps at ere. 
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fairies dance — ^in fairy-land, 
. every cot above, bdow, 
gather as they go- — 
',, and coìf^ and coUerette, 
louse-wife's prayer, the grandam's blessing; 
that adjust their locks of jet^ 281 

ook and look and linger yet, 
ovely bride caressing;. 
} that had learnt to lisp her name^ 
leroes he had led to fame. 



t what felt D'Arcy, when ai length 

ather's gate was open flung? 

lien he found a giant's strength; 

3und hmiy as for life, she dung! 

¥hen» her fit of weeping o'er, 29O 
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Onward they moved a little spaoe. 

And saw an old man sitdnìg at the door, 

Saw his wan cheek, and sunk^ eye 

That seem*d to gsu^e on yacancy^ 

Then, at the sight of that beloved face, 

At once to fall upon bis neck sbe fleW; 

But^-not encouraged— ^back she drew. 

And trembling stood in dread suspense» 

Her tears ber only eloquence! 

All^ ali — ^the while — an awfol distance keepinj 

Save D'Arcy, who nor speaks nor stirs; 

And one, bis ]ji|itle band in bers> 

Who Weeps to see bis sfeter weeping. 

Tben Jacqueline the silence broke. 
iShfi clasped ber father's knees and spok^ 
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Her brother kneding too) 

While D'Arcy as before looked on, 

Tho* from bis manly cbeek was gone 

Its naturai bue. 

" His praises from your lips I beard, 310 

'* Till my fond beart was won ; 

'' And, if in augbt bis Sire bas erred, 

" Ob turn not from tbe Son! — 

•' Sbe, wbom in joy, in grief you nursed; 

** Wbo dimbed and called you fatber first, 

" By tbat dear name eonjures— 

•* On ber you tbougbt— but to be kind! 

*' Wben looked sbe up, but you indined? 

Tbese tbings, for erer in ber mind, 

Ob are tbey gone from yours ? 820 

** Two kneeling at your feet beboldi 
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" One— one how young^— nor yet the othsr e 
** Oh spurn them not— nor look so cold— 
" If Jacqueline be cast away, 
** Her brìdal be her dying day. 

*' Well, well might she believe in you 1— 
** She listenedy and she found it true.." 



He shook his aged locks of snow; 
And thrice he tumed, and rose to go. 
She hung5 and was St. Pierre to blame, 
If tears and smiles together carne ? 
*' Oh no— begone ! l'il heay no more !" 
But^ as he spoke^ his voice relented. 
" That very look thy mother wore 
<* When she implored^ and old he Roc consen 
*' Trae, I hare done — ^have done and suffered wi 
" Yet once I loved him as my own. 
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<• — 'Sor canst thou, D'Arcy, fed resentment long; 

** For she hersdf shall plead, and I atone. 

^* Henceforth/' he paused awhile, unmann'd; 340 

For D^Arcy's tears bedewed his hand ; 

*' Let each meet each as friend to friend» 

•* Ali things by ali forgot, forgiv'n. 

'^ And that dear Saint — may she once more descend 

" To make our home a heav'n ! — 

*< But now» in my hands, jonrs with hers unite. 

" A father's blessing on your heads alight! 

** — Nor let the least be sent away. 

" Ali hearts shall sing * Adieu to Sorrow!* 

'* St. Pierre has found his child to-day; 350 

•* And old and young shall dance to-morrow,'* 
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Had Louis* then before tìie gate dismounted» 
Lost ih tìie chase at set of sun ; 
Like Henry, when he beard lecountedf 
The generons deeds himself had done, 

(That night the miUei^s maid Colette ' ^ 
Song, while he supped> her chanisòimette) 

llien— -when St. Rerre address'd bis Tillage-train, 

Then had tìlie monarch with a sigh confessed 

A Joy by him unsou^t and unpossessed, 360 

— ^Without it what are ali the rest? — 

To love, and to be loved again. 

* Louis the Fourteenth. 

f Alludine to a popular story relaied of Henry the Fourth 
of Fnmoe; similar to ours of " The King «nd BfiUer of 
MMMlleld." 
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